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ACT I. 

The sea entrance to the Poet's domain. 

SCENE I. 

[Enter a party of flounderers.] 

Faston. 
If we do catch more fish, the sport shall pall ; 
And so instead of taking fish out of 
The sea, it shall be sport to toss them in. 

Maddow. 
Complain not, man; for here's a rare find I 
Have caught — a woman — see! 

[A corpse is discovered.} 

Faston. 

Great mercy, yes I 
A handsome woman, too. Such beauty dies, 
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8 THE POET. 

Yet Nature is not more disturbed than if 
It were a dying savage scowling at 
The moon; ah mel 

Maddow. 

Do not complain; for look 
How nature made her fair, and fair enough 
To tell, in sweetness and not flattery. 
And thus was nature a near friend to her 
Through life. 

Faston. 

Sweet maid ; whose heart would warm itself 
In greeting at our praise wer't not so dead. 
How thus we speak aloud to make her hear! 
But our sweet words that praise the dead do 

warm 
None but ourselves; and better it would be 
To mourn by ceasing all our thoughts * and like 
The Voodoo darkly use a fetish for 
A thought. 

Maddow. 

Behold ! here comes the poet, Bay, 
And some o' his retinue; for he lives like 
A Grecian prince, dressed in that ancient way, 
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So do not be transfigured with the sight. 
Alax)kl it is not he; it is that villain, 
His cousin, whom they say will be the heir 
Unto his great estates ; most probably 
The Poet has no other kin and he 
Seems not to care for marriage; so this man 
Called Prosper Bay, a bawdy-mouth, bull-sneak. 
Doth play such tricks as wm a heritage. 

[Enter Prosper Bay and Judge 

GOWRON.] 

i 
Pros. B. 

Hello! What's this? A woman — ye godsl And 

who's 
Custodian of this cargo? Ha — what's this? 
A bottle tied around her neck, a note 
Within. Humph, sirs, what tales we hear; 

how's this 

For woe? 

[Reads.] 

"To the beloved of all the world — 

To the, to the — oh, O my God, my God ! 

The doctor promised me a baby boy; 

And when it came it was a girl — my God 1 

The devil — doctor joked and said 'twould be 
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A tomboy anyhow. It ruined md. 

My God, oh, oh, I*m ruined, O my God ! 

It was an idiot baby; so I hit 

It on its little crooked head and killed 

The child, oh ! But I hit it on its pate 

Where 'twas deformed ; but that was not so bad 

To hit it there, oh, was it God? Now don't 

You tell my sister. Daphne '^ 

Ha, enough. 

[To a servant] 
The suicide's insane. . . . Here, boy, go tell 
Your master. Bay, what happens here; tell him 
To come. . . . I have a scheme already planned. 
I will play with the Poet such a game 

[To Judge.] 
As only its author wins. That maiden is 
Her sweetheart's sister, and she's insane; now I 
Have often heard him vow he'd not wed one 
Whose family begot insanity. 
I'll make him, here, before us in witness 
Renew the vow. I'll let him grow his love 
To such extreme a& when 'tis checked it breeds 
A tragedy; then, Judge, shall you and I 
'Sprout rich. 
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JUDGB. 

Tut, tuty do not far-fetch so much. 
You plan and plot as if you wrote a play, 
Expecting players to act it without pay. 

Pros. B. 

Bah, Judge, pooh, pooh, you're an old fogy; and 

The trouble with old fogies is that they 

Are old enough, but are not old enough 

To die. 

Judge. 

Quit Gossip ! 

Pecs. B. 
You idiotic it ! 

What brambles in your brain do choke your 

thoughts 

That you gaze stupidly while I do speak? 

I tell you, man — I know that which can cause 

His Daphne grief. I can rehearse a woe 

Till 'tis a neuropathic fixity, 

And turn her crazy 'fore the Poet's eyes, 

I hate her, too; she was once mine; and now — 

She can be his so I may hate him just 

As much. She prates to him of me ; damn her I 

I hate — ^and hate's a true instinct. 
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Judge. 

Here comes 
His valet who stirs a hell-hot rage in me: 
He once did turn me from their door. The 

whole 
Cahoot do lift their haughtiness 'gainst me; 
And cynicism is but a surface word 
That bubbles from their scorn ; damn them again. 

[Enter Valet. ] 
Here you, you muff, what ails your lovely, fair, 
Cross-eyed complexion? at least, a cross-eyed girl 
Told me 'twas lovely. 

Valet. 

My master tells me 

Judge. 

Tells what? 

Tells you some poetry something like this 

Here, you vile sot 

You go and got 

Yourself out of that whiskey trot 

He tells you poetry, I say, and breeds 
You such a muff as has not spice enough 
In him to make a tadpole sneeze. Ha, ha ! 
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[Enter Dr. Tbichin.] 

Come, help us in abusing this. I think 
He needs a course of incubating in 
A crematory. But, oh! the maiden drowned; 
I had forgot 

Pros. B. 

Look, Trichin, what he's forgot! 
That starts a scheme. 

Dr. Triohin. 
Abreadyl 

Pros. B. 

Yes; and it 
Doth need 

Dr. Trichin. 

A doctor — ^mayhap some drugs. 

Judge. 

You are 
A druggist too? 

Pros. B. 

He is one, doctor drugs, 
A two humbugs. 
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14 THE POET. 

Dr. Trichin. 

Ha, ba ! But there it goes; 
He jokes at doctors in the world's old way. 
Had doctors preceded death, death would be 

blamed 
On doctors. 

Pros. B. 

Come, let's discuss our plan. 

Dr. Trichin. 

All right. 

Pros. B. 
He's ever willing to be lieutenant in 
Some villainy. 

[Enter the Pokt.] 

Poet, 

O poor young maid, thy fair 
And young dead -days do still me in a mood; 
I'm beauty-hushed. . . . But yet remembrance 
Recalls a dark tempestuous eve wherein 
A squall came swaggering across the night, 
Sprayed with perfume of pristine charm out of 
The soulful far away, all odorous 
Of seas and winds and aromas first loved. 
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The sea salt in my blood that make me love 
The wind, the rain, those playmates of the sea, 
Whirled through my heart in all its liberty, 
And caused me plunge within the sea amongst 
Voluptuous waves that beat themselves to tears 
Against the body of a maid; ah me! 
I saved her and her eyes then maimed me in 
My youth and fixed my love f orevermore. 
Her name is Daphne, a sweet name, most sweet 
For being sad. That mood of long ago 
Is now aroused and fills me to the soul ; 
For know, the soul remembers only moods. 
And all my thoughts now dwell alone in their 
Own skies. 

Valet. 
My sir, where shall we bury her? 

Pros. B. 

I'll 'tend to that. But here, before we do 
More in the matter, let's hear this note that was 
Sealed in this bottle 'round the poor maid's neck. 

[Prosper reads to Poet.] 
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1« THE POET. 

Judge. 

Well, doctor, if not unprofessional 
I wish you'd tell me this : the Poet acts 
So different in his varied moods that his 
Variety is oft at variance. 
Now, is all that insanity? 

Dr. Teichin. 

Tut, there 
He's odd, he's cheerful ; ' tis like * * now and then' ' 
Or"soandso"cr"upanddown," 'tis change; 
And if the change flows on too rapid, well, you 
As slow-fish drown. He is protean, yet not 
So vacillating that he's jingle-kneed, 
Or yet so straight as not to ever be 
As merry as the weather will allow 
Him. 

Judge. 

Pshaw ! You give no hope to our design : 
We wish to grow upon his crazy soil 
A mental excrescence that will in time 
Unbalance him. Then can we get returned 
From Prosper Bay the money we have lent 
To him. He'll be made guardian. 
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THE POET. 17 

Dr. Trichin. 

Ha, I hope. 

I have long waited to be fully paid ; 

Although he did repay us both in part 
From the proceeds of recent peculations. 
He gave good int'rest, too. 

Judge. 

Then think what he 
Will do when rich ! 

[Return Prosper and Poet to foreground.^ 

Pros. B. 

Then you would not e'en wed 
A maiden only lightly daft? 

Poet. 

Never, nay. 
Within a crippled world so wounded with 
All bigotry, your ordinary man, 
He does his ordinary way and keeps the wound 
All open. He calls himself conservative; 
He quotes his rules and his authorities, 
His passion evermost, and cites his law 
Aud Bible written for the sane ; 
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18 THE POET. 

And he applies it to the sane and the 
Insane. He uses works of Earth's great men. 
As toys, whilst they, the laggard race of apes, 
Qaze on in envy at their kinsmen in their play. 
I scorn the Earth, the undeserving world, 
And swear the world does not deserve great men. 
It knoweth not a genius and it breaks 
His heart; but as it's penance the stupid world 
Repeats a great man's name forever. Yea, 
I'm not an ordinary man or not 
An ordinary grandling of the make 
Of men, who blow each other into greatness, 
And cheat the truly great; such greatness is 
An honor more honorable than 'tis honest. 

Pegs. B. 

E'en wondrously you say this truth. Tthink 

Your actions are enwrought unto your high 

ideals. 

I know, for instance, that you would not wed 
One kin to this poor maid and mayhap breed 
Insanity. 

Poet. 

I'd never do such thing 
Th^t but enjoys short, coward days of dalliance. 
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< 

I'd rather dam my passion and let my life 
Stagnate than maim the world with one ill child. 

Judge. 

But beauty sits fair on the ill and does 
Enchant in sympathy. 

Poet. 

Yes, beauty's so; 
Life feels its woe when beauty wakens it. 

Judge. 
Ah thus, my sir, you weaken 

Poet. 



Never, nay I 



I swear! 



Judge. 
Yes, but— — 

Pros. B. 
Sh. 

Poet. 

**But," do not enrage 
|fe, man* I've sworn; and here again upoo 

I 
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20 THE POET. 

The sacred body of this maid, I swear. 

[Enter Daphne. Poet retires to back- 
ground to meet her ] 

Judge. 
Why there is Daphne; what attracts her here? 

Pros. B. 
Mayhap she comes to see her sister. 

Dr. Trichin. 
What! 

Pros. B. 
The note's so signed , just look at that. 

Dr. Trichin. 

WTiatso! 
Whew, she will die if she discovers it. 

Pros. B. 

She can't recall her; for this letter says 
To tell her sister whom she's rarely seen — 

To buy an "idiot doll and call it niece." 

She must have jumped from off a coastwise ship. 

Her pfaame did craze her as she neared he^r bom^. 
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Dr. Trichin. 

You'd better tell bim now tbe truth of things 
And he'll soon part with her. 

Pros. B. 

Bah ! that's your way. 
I shall let bim condense his passion to 
The cloying stage of love; and when he's there, 
I'll sicken him with the whole fact in such 
An illness as breeds death. 

Dr. Trichin. 

All right, all right! 
You are the very player to lengthen out 
Grief's comedy ; we trust you there. What more. 
You fancy now? 

Pros. B. 

I know some Gypsies camped 
Quite near to here. I'll use them; come. 

Dr. Trichin. 

How, so? 
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Pros. B. 

Humph, man; it is a secret; I shall keep 
The secret till it can stand for itself. 
Ck)me on, let's hasten and bring the Gypsies here. 
They'll be there wooing when we return; 
They woo each night in yonder belvedere; 
And ever are as faithful to it as 
Is moonlight unto sunlight. 

[Exeunt Prosper, Judge, and Doctor.] 

Poet. 

Daphne, love. 
There's death here, dear ; such sight's too sad 

for thy — 
Two wonders of eyes bom in the Spring to gaze 
On summer-lit scenes. 

Daphne. 

No, I must not grow 
Too selfish with mine eyes. 

Poet. 

Ho, servant! there. 
Remove the body with those other men. 
Excuse me, sirs, I thought you of my house. 
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Faston. 
Oh, His all right, we'll gladly aid. 

[Exeunt all except Cosmas and Daphnb.] 

Poet. 

Take thanks; 

You can direct the cortege to that cove 

There, in the village yonder . . . Daphne, sweet, 

Thou art the only woman that I ever loved 

More than a dream. Ah! when I gaze on thee, 

I see a queen unstained by royalty. 

Come, sit against the sea and let me view 

Thy calm profile just cold enough to worship, 

Which makes my thoughts insurgent as they 

deem — 

Creation was intended for the young. 

O youth, O youth, sweet youth do turn thy face 

Upon the warmth that waits it on my lips. 

Ah, kiss. 

Daphne. 

Then, one. 

Poet. 

Oh, on thy lips, a kiss 
Awakes me as eternity. . • . The sea's 
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So still and while the moonshine gossamer 
Doth blend with it, it has the presence of 
A spirit. I've ever fancied of the sea: 
Earth's passion and Earth's years have made 

the sea 
So mystic that the sea's the soul of Earth. 
And thou, thou axt a sea. . . . Come, let us ride 
On it; I shall go prepare my skiff. Wait, dear. 

[Exit Poet. Enter Prosper.] 

Prosper, 

Ha, I have waited long for this, my sweet. 
To see you all alone. 

Daphne. 

But I am not 
Alone. 

Prosper. 

Just for this while you are; he'll not 
Be back so soon; they've used the skiff to tow 
The body in. 

Daphne. 
Then I shall go. 



Let go. 
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Prosper. 

No stay. 

[He grasps her wrisfl 

Daphne. 

Prosper 



No, darling, once my love. I must 
Tell you one thing at least before I leave. 
Bay makes a court to you ; do not believe 
His fancy words of love. He practices 
His poetry on you. You' 11 see those thoughts 
In print some day, in mocking print, some day. 
He's ever false in love; because this love 
Is trade with him; he loves no woman that 
I ever knew of; and loving none, he loves 
Not thee. Farewell. 

[Exit Prosper.] 

Daphne. 

I can't believe ; I'll not 
Believe; he's ever true. . . . But yet — I sob— 

'tis but 
My nervousness — ^that poor maid's death. Ah 

mel 



26 THE POET. 

Ab^ there he comes, as welcome as the wind 

That blows him here. 

[Re-enter Poet.] 

Poet. 

Ah, Daphne, waiting, sweet? 
Come — ah, *tis music of a serenade. 

[Music] 
Such restless melody doth agitate 
The very molecules of passion to 
Transform themselves to atoms of deep feeling. 
I deem that they who love and who love truth 
And who love music too shall be some day 
Divine. 

Daphne. 

*Tis Tzigane music played by Gypsies. 

[Enter four Gypsy men and two women 
playing instruments^ followed by 
Prosper, Judge, Doctor, and a 
crowd. ] 

Poet. 
Play more. 

Male Gyp. 1. 

We can tell fortunes better than 
We can perform the music ; let me tell yours. 
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Male Gyp. 2. 
Let me tell it. 

Male Qtp. 3. 

Me, me; me better. 

Female Gtp. 

Me. 
Poet. 

No, play your music; there is nothing false 
In that) as are your fortunes. 

All Gyp. 

No, tell true. 
Poet. 

Hush ! It's humbug — do, I say. 

Male Gyp. !• 

You fear; 
You dread to have your fortune told. Look here, 
This crystal says, 'tis ill. 

Poet. 

Pooh, I can tell 
Your fortunes and all other peoples' too, 
And please a yapid wind besides; so list: 
Out on the sea, diaphanous the air 
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Holds, like the Hindoo crystal magical, 
A mystery, more to the fancy than 
The fate of man. 

Male Gyp. 1. 

You put us off from what 
We would disclose. 

Poet. 
Pah, man. 

Male Gyp. 1. 

Pah on you, man. 
For though you love, you'll never wed, 
And why 'tis so, or where 'tis so, or when: 
That will I keep all to myself; it's mine; 
I am the prophet, I own the prophecy. 

[Curtain.] 
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ACT IL 

SCENE I. 

A court of a poorhouse. 
[Dr. Trichin and Prosper Bay discovered]. 

Dr. Trichin. 

It is a long, long game this game of blame: 
Here we have been abusing each other and 
Denouncing him who started up this scheme 
To craze the Poet. 

Pros. B. 

God I irresolute, 
And never steady but in backing out: 
He is already scared and weakens as 
The plot grows strong. 

Dr. Trichin. 

Depend on my adherence; 
I mean no yacillation. 
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Pros. B. 

No, of it's 
No doubt, there is no doubt. 

Dr. Trichin. 

You think a man 
Of my aristocratic family 
Could so disgrace himself? 

[Enter JvDQB Gowron.] 

Pros. B. 

IVe never heard 
High matter of your family. 

^ Db. Tbichin. 

Oh! Oh! 
Oh, my ancestral blood, my noble blood ! 

Pros. B. 
What man I If it's that bad, go bleed. 

Judge. 

Tut, tut. 

Pros. B. 
Ye gods, no ^Huts;" thiQ map, here, may betray, 
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Dr. Trichin. 

m 

Humph ! Don't blaspheme so much, you don't 

believe 
In gods much anyhow. 

Pros. B. 

Well, I believe 
In gods enough to use them in my curses. 

Judge. 

We quarrel here too much. I thought we were 
To have an exhibit of limatics. 

Dr. Trichin. 

Oh, we'll have that; I've bribed the keeper of 
The poorhouse to show me specimens. 
We'll have a melancholiac, also 
A paranoic and several others. 
Then we can judge what type of madman does 
The Poet favor; and what we shall note 
That parallels his case, we can so study 
As to make use 

Pros. B. 

Oh, yes, oh, yes ! so on. 
So on until a blissful future; tut! 
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The scheme will wax without these ornaments, 
My cousin's crazy ; he's insanely kind 
To suffer such as you; he should not give 
You thought within the precincts of his dreams. 

Judge. 

This is amiss. 'Tis strange a man that has 
Tour steady will should flicker in this plot. 
On every point you make a quibble; and 
It most appears you cannot overcome 
The thought of being kin unto the Poet. 

Pros. B. 

I can't : he is the greatest genius of 
His age, and more than my dislike to harm 
My kinsmaD, is to harm such greatness. I 
Surmise that I am too unsure; that I 
Admit. Now come, you with your colder wits 
And cool this plan to action. The basis of 
The whole concern is heavy with this fact; 
I am his heir; he promised me 

Judge. 

And you 

Have promised me — - 
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Dr. Trichin. 
And promised me. 

Pros. B. 

That's it. 
Well, now, to be a proper heir entails 
That one should wait, be modest and serene, 
Should pray for preservation of the life 
Of him whose death would bring one jpy : an 

heir's 
A social paradox. So do not blame 
This heir, how he seeks rapid heritage. 

Dr. Trichin. 

Well said, well said. Now follow my advice 
And you'll obtain what 

Pros. B. 

Sir, quit your conceit; 
I say — your self-assertion is out of 
Proportion to what you assert. 

Judge. 

There goes, 
Forever quarreling. Come, let us talk 
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About the guests at Bay's house-party; now, 
Where did you get them Prosper? I believe 
It's you attends to the inviting. 

Pros. B. 

Yes, 

I thought I'd make a change and ask a set 

Of parvenus. It has amused the Poet. 

One would have deemed he'd be offended much ; 

But he appears quite entertained. It is 

Such people who are ever after him. 

His fame so dazzles them that they do use 

Whatever wits remain — in prying at 

Him over fences or peeping from some bush. 

They bribe the servants for a view and bribe 

Me for an invitation. 

[Singing in distance,] 
Judge. 

Singing? 

Pros. B. 

Hark! 
I'll take my ears this way. 

{Looks out from the Gate.] 
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Dr. Trichin. 

You said he was 
A man of will : look how he gads to music ! 

Judge. 

You lack in judgment, Trich ; a man of such 
Strong will enjoys his weakness more than that 
Which causes it. You cannot know his will 
As I do know; this is the rule that you 
And I should follow more than we have done : 
Keep off his coast; his chin should warn of 
wrecks. 

[Enter poorhouse keeper with Paran- 
oiac, Melancholiac, Imbecile, Dip- 
soMANAic, Paretic, etc. Some have 
musical instruments,] 

Pros. B. 

So this' your mob? Why, heavens! you have 

brought 
A multitude. 

Poorh'sb Keep. 

I've brought all I could get. 
I wished to show enough for your amusement. 
A number of these are waiting for 
Acceptance in the state aslyum. 
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Pros. B. 

This one — 
He is an idiot? 

Poorh'se Keep. 

No, an imbecile; 
He's been so since he's five years old, I think. 

Pros. B. 

Then he has been a numskull ever since 

He has been old enough to be a fool. 

A 

Poorh'se Keep. 

Dipsomaniac. 

Pros. B. 

A drunkard, humph? 

PooRH'sB Keep. 

Yes, and he's drunk right now; he got some 

whisky 
In some unknown way. 

Dr. Trichin. 

Ah, my sinful friend, 
What makes you drink? 
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Dipsomaniac. 

To get rid of the blue& 

Db. Trichin. 



But, sir, vile alcohol will paralyze 
Your inhibition; it will paralzye— 



DiPSO. 

Well then, it paralyzes what it ought 
To paralyze. 

Pros. B. 

Ha ha, ha ha I 

Judge. 

Ha, ha! 

Pros. B. 
And who is this? 

Poorh'sb Keep. 

An ancient paranoiac 

Paranoiac. 

Hah, hah, hah, ha. I'm young but I's gad- 
dam. What is yer lookin' at. I ain't no 
crazy? De pompy doctors say so, but I knows. 
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Pros. B. 

Well, what were you sent here for, aunty, say? 

Paranoiac. 

Case I said I had 'lectricity in me. De nex' 
mornin' arterlcomes, de doctor, he comes along 
and says: 'Stick out yo' tongue' ; den he writes 
on de prescription. He comes frough agin en 
says: 'Stick out yo' tongue;' so I quits er eatin' 
toof -picks fur er whole munt so dey wouldn't 
be any sticks in my tongue. But den I picks 
my toofs wid pins, en I swallers so many dat I 
gits right pinoculated. So dat doctor, smarty, 
comes frough agin and hauls off en hits me on 
de knee* whar one ob dem pins am lodge; en it 
makes him hop erbout en say: *You kin go; 
you's got 'lectricity in yer.' 

Paretic. 

Enough of you, old woman; you must keep 
quiet and bow in the sublimity of original 
fantasticism of manners to the honorable gen- 
tlemen of long standing. 

* Examination for knee-jerk. 
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Paranoiac. 

Hah, hah I 

Paretic. 

Don't make your faces; it's dangerous; I 
haven't spit to-day. And look-out; for I'm a 
bombshell air-pirate 

Wait till I grow my great long beard and sail 

The skies alone. 
Wait till I throw my bombs about and call 

The world my own. 
Wait till I am a milUon years and I 

Am fully grown. 
But you won't have to wait if you want to see 

The greatest man ever known. 

Pros. B. 
You have a fine idea of yourself. 

Paretic. 

Tes, and I'm the handsomest man on earth, 
and man's handsomer than women or anything 
else; therefore I'm the handsomest thing on 
earth. - ., 
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JUDGB. 

But I think women handsomer and better 

than men. 

Paretic 

No, no. I have a rule to prove it; there's 
nothing on earth, not even a choo-choo that 
would want to be a woman; pooh on 'em. 
Now listen, handsome is a male word, pretty's 
a female word : 

You say a handsome man — all right; 

You say a handsome woman — all right; 

You say a pretty woman— all right; 

You say a pretty man — all wrong. 

Which proves nothing wants to be a woman. 
Somehow another they name boats after 
women; but they'll never name air-ships; for 
I'm to start the fashion; and I won't name 
anything after any of the female fraternity. 

Pros. B. 

Who is this weeping waller? She looks like 
Jinny Hogg. 

Judge. 

Yes, she's small in the waist. 
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Pros. B. 

She must be satisfied with herself for she^s 
small and she strives to make herself smaller. 

Judge. 
You are after flirting with Jinny anyhow. 

Pros. B. 

Oh, yes, Jinny is rich and she believes in 
marrying rich. 

Judge. 
But ybur*re not rich. 

Pros. B. 

Well, next after marrying a man for his 
riches, Jinny would marry a man who wants 
to marry for riches himself. . . . Ha, she 
weeps and tells us something. 

Melancholiac. 

Have mercy, have mercy, O my God ! I'm 
ruined. The man that ruined me, looked like 
you, oh, oh! I hate him; but I like you, oh, 
because you look like him, but haven't ruined 
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me; for I love his beautiful looks anyhow, and 
oh, mercy ! if I could look at his beauty all the 
time, I might get over being ruined ; but no, 
oh sweet goodness, I'm ruined! His brother 
is the Poet's detective 

Pros. B. 

Detective ! 

Melancholiac. 

Yes, and he's detected me: so now I'm gone, 
I'm ruined. 



SCENE II. 

Punch-Bowl Lithia Springs. The howl and 
encircling promenade. 

[Enter the Poet and Daphne. ] 

Poet. 

Why, Daphne, girl, didst thou not love me from 
The first. I fancied that thine eyes adored. 

Daphne. 
Dost think that eyes can say? 

Poet. 

If eyes cannot 

Tell love, then love's a myth. But science shall 
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Explain these things to men and build from one 
Poor truth e'en to the truth of truth. Ah, I 
Love science; and as manhood woman loves 
So mindhood science loves. . . . You have 

said once 
That Prosper loved you ; 'twas a most crude love ; 
He has no soul for woman. 

Daphne. 

Yet he spoke 
To me once of the bliss he felt. 



Poet. 



It was 



A savage bliss unfelt by heaven. 

Daphne. 

Ah! 
'Twas not like yours; for yours is love indeed. 
Ah mel 

Poet. 
Talk not of him, he's such a villain. 

Daphne. 

Oh, no, not altogether vile. 
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Poet. 

What now I 

We must not talk of him. . . . Look yonder, 

love. 
The evening clouds that warm the olden east, 
But ancient by a day, lecall to me 
An Indian scene where wondrous gray bright 

domes 
Gleamed 'cross palm groves at one another in 
Some bold enchantment 'neath my gaze; and my 
Imagination rested for it could 
Not fancy more. And scented sea-winds were 
The last, last magic touch that caused me to 
Succumb, entranced, to a'strange land. Ah me I 
How nature, all without a thought, can cause 
One reveries and makes one think of her. 
And dream more nobly than he could in thought 
Of human things. Oh, paradox ! Think how 
Tlie mocking bird, unknowingly, dissuades 
The gloomy passion bom in gray-lit days 
And mocks the odor of the sweet basil — 
A singing lang'rously; and yet his song 
Doth stir the flower to emit more odor. 

Daphne. 
Oh, paradox again! Oh, sweet cross words! 



THE POET. 45 

Poet. 

Alack ! I*d not be nature*s critic for 

I've ever deemed that nature's beauties are 

An evolution from the noblest things 

That die. 

[Music] 

Daphne. 

How sweet you talk; and listen — there 
Is music come to grandly learn from you 
A nobler harmony. Ah — melody. 
The Afric passion that winters in that song, 
Glows in the summer day and lights the way 
To its abode, for wounded winds that come 
To heal themselves among these gulf -nursed 

pines 
Before they journey back to that sad land 
That mourns in robes of ice, the sun, Ah ! 

Poet. 

What! 

You seem to start and sigh. Come, leave the 

place; 

[Voices of picnickers,] 

I hear the voices of those simianites, 

A race whose vanities began with clothes; 
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Their togs that much removed them from the 

apes. 
But they in monkeyness do build them gods, 
Themselves but magnified. They magnify 
Themselves into their gods and therefore theirs 
Must bow to mine. 

Daphne. 

O darling Bay ! thou speak'st 
In bitterness; ah, me, what woe doth rest 
Upon thy soul that causeth thee to shake 
The very sphere of thought in thy stem struggle? 
I dare not tell such woe to thee; ah me! 
Those thoughs I utter are but tangents to 
My mournful soul. 

[Enter Y AJaET .] 

Ah ! hum ! Oh ! this is you? 
In looking for one rascal I have caught up 
With others. 

Poet. 
That is natural. 

Valet. 

But sir, 

The ones concerned in this, you'd be amazed 

To know. 
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Poet. 

And who are they? 

Valet. 

It would make you 
Too angry to know; and with you so enraged, 
My scheme would be precipitated. 

Poet. 

Ho! 

You say I should be angered and amazed, 

If I but knew; ergo, I know. And those 

Damned villains 

Valet. 
Sir, you now become enraged. 

Poet. 

You will not tell me and you bid me to be 

calm. 
Great God, you plot too? 

Valet. 

No, I only wished 
To let you know so that when I shall do 
Things seeming unconnected with the cause 



1 



48 THE POET. 

I came here for, be not alarmed. I have. 
Discovered him who robbed you of your gem. 
But 'tis related to this latter scheme; 
And I shall both reveal together. 

Poet. 

Well, 

Do as you please; I will watch you; I'll watch 

The watcher and discover more .... I deem 

These soundrels are some of my friends, the 

type 

Of wretch I call — familiar criminal. 

But never mind, good-day. 

[Exeunt Bay and Daphne.] 

Valet. 

Good-day, my sir. 
Hum, he is gone; well I shall hide; I hear — 

[Enter Prosper, Judge, and the Doctor, 
laughing.] 

Them coming. Oh I I'm spied; I'll have to 

wait. 

Pros. B. 

Come here, where are you going mincing in 
That way there? You must be sprung in th^ 
hips. 
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Valkt. 

I've got to go and feed the poet's pets 
In the menagerie. 

Judge. 

The what? 

Pros. B. 

Yes, Bay 

Has started a menagerie; he has 

A mania now to cage; he'll cage three men 

Some day. 

Judge. 

What think you now of that ; is it 

Insanity? 

Pros. B. 

Oh tut I he's heen at that 
Awhile; he gets these things as presents; he 
Has monkeys, birds and bears; but lately he 
Has added snakes and otters, also fish; 
He has a jackass pet. And he has built 
A mimic zoo. 

Valet. 



Yes and to-day is- 



^f 
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Dr. Tbichin. 



Hush! 
Pros. B. 



Is what? 



Valet. 
It's jackass day at, at the zoo. 

All. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Judge. 
How's that? 

Valet. 

The jackass is 
So eddicated that he's noisy and 
They has to muzzle him; but they takes it 
Oflf, Thursdays, and they let him act about; 
And so I calls it jackass day. They has 
A great big high-style, side-show cow, that is 
So fancy that it will not chew it's cud. 

Dr. Trichin. 

Yes, he is very fashionable now 
Since parvenus have been his guests; they are 
So snobbish that he snubs them in defense; 
And he appears effected and quite soj 
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As if he were the captain-general 
Of six new moons. I never go around 
These snobs save when I'm in good snubbing 
trim. 

Pros. B. 

You ought to coiurt that ^^ Mistress Gen'ral 

Botch;" 
She's very, very rich, rich, rich. We are 
Poor financiers if we don't wed among 
This set. 

Dr. Trichin. 

Now you should woo Miss Pennyweight 
And wed her on your needy day. 

Pros. B. 

I'd need 

Her now, if I did not have dreams of one 

More rich, disdaining everything that fits 

Not in the order of my dreams; just now 

My dreams are so precise they would not dream 

Of cats before first thinking kitten. The 

Whom I do fancy now is — Jinny Hogg. 

Judge. 
The hotel-keeper's daughter? 
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Pros. B. 

When a man's 
That rich, he*s not a hotel-keeper but 
A money-keeper. 

Dr. Trichin. 

I did notice that 
She had a baau^ that fellow, Ivy Muth. 

Pros. B. 

Tut on her beau; I can replace him quickly. 
You look on me and deem my nerves are too 
Much padded to transmit the thrill of love. 
Well look again; this is my prosy day; 
I'm heavy with the phlegmatic ballast. Well, 
To other times; a mocking-bird may drudge 
Down in a swamp, but only sings above 
Such leveL 

Dr. Trichin. * 

Poetical. 

[Valet capers about.'] 

Pros. B. 

Wh?it antics^ clown^ 
^jothosef 



Well, say it. 
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Valet. 
O sir! < I know a pretty poetry. 
Pros. B. 

Valet. 

Oh I I'm 'shamed. 

Judge. 

Go on, go on. 

Valet. 

It isn't long but it's about the sun: 
If the sun should tumble atop o' your head 
Afore it would hit you 'twould knock you 
down dead. 



Goon. 



Dr. Trichin. 

Pros. B. 
Keep on. 

Judge. 
Goon. 

Valet. 

I don't know more; 
I don't; but I will dance a little song; 
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It's named ^^The way to take the punch bowl 

water 
In hygienic style" — And so you goes 
Up to the bowl, so; and you dips up salts; 
Tou takes some rpring salts for yourself and 

then 
Tou takes some summer salts to shake your liver. 

[He somersaults and a diamond rolls out 
from a pocket] 

Pros. B. 
What's that I 

Judge. 
Your diamond surely 1 

Dr. Trichin. 

Hell-a-smelll 
Pros. B. 

Let's search him; look — ^a letter. . . . letter 

from 
That suicide, that Bercy woman. 

[Valet is roughly searched.] 

Judge. 

Hell I 
A card. . • . detective. • . . kill him! 
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Pros. B. 

Kill I 

Valet. 

OhI ohi 
Oh I murder I 

[Valet is strangled and dragged to the 
bowl,} 

There is some one coming; throw 
Him in. And keep the people all away 

Pros. B. 

From the spring water; tell them there's 
snakes in it. 

[Valet's body is throum in the spring. '\ 

I'll go get snakes at the menagerie. 
Bid them to drink out of the smaller bowl. 
Now keep your wits above your ways till I 
Get back. 

[Exit Prosper. Enter Ivy Muth and 
Jinny Hogg. ] 

Jinny. 
'Tis here wid'U have the picnic, seat 
Yourself. 
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Ivy. 

Oh, no I'd rather stand; I'm so 
Upset; that sail we took has made me sick. 
I never would have gone a-sailing but 
For hearing some talk of sea-level — ^and 
It was not level a bit . . . . Ooo! look at those 
Rough men with clothes all torn. 

JUDGB. 

We've just been boxing. 
I hit the doctor, here upon his wind 
And got him somewhat heated in his action. 

Ivy. 

Oh, boxing is too vulgar for you, sirs 

Judge. 
I don't think so. 

Dr. Trichin. 
And neither do I. 
Judge. 



No; 



For multitudinous wise men do so. 
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Ivy. 

The multitudes — ^the multitudes are those 
One does not know; my high-style mind can't 

bear 
The shock of your inelegant assertions. 
The smelling salts— quick, Jinny dear, oh, oh, 
My vile seasickness! 

De. Tbichin. 

Ah, I know a cure; 
Its handy too ; hold in your breath 
And other physiological things. 

Ivy. 
Oh I You shock me more! 

De. Tbichin. 

I don't see why you should 

Get very sick from a little ride 

Upon the sea with such good ozone weather 

About. Becall the prettys of the sea 

And wonders in't. Do you believe there are 

Sea cows? 

Ivy. 

No, no, nor sea milk either. 



{ 
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Jinny- 

Oh I 

You talk so grumpy. Speech that is so rude 

Is justifiable but in the arctic 

Where ordinary language slips upon 

The ice. 

Ivy. 

You're joking me; oh, Jinny, oh I 

Jinny. 

No, come, let's drink some of the punch-bowl 
water. 

[Enter Pbosper with a bag of snakes. ] 

Judge. 

The water is too vile to drink; we've killed 
Some snakes 

[Prosper throws snakes about from 
behind a tree.] 

Ivy. 

Snakes I snakes I 

Jinny. 
Oh, Ivy,ohI 
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Judge. 

Here, sir; 
Drink from this spring; the water has a repu- 
tation 
For heing pleasant to the taste. 

[Ivy drinks the water. 1 

Jinny. [Aside.'] 

Ohmel 
He^s drinking from that water that mamma 

and pa 
Have added alcx)hol to, to make it 
Be popular; and when poor Ivy drinks 
Of liquor, he weeps. Oh me ! oh me I it will 
All be found out — its mammals and pa's trump 

secret. 

[Enter Mr. and Mrs. Hogg.] 

Mrs. Hoqq. 

The shocking, snobbish thing, the hideous 

witch 1 
She tried to snub me» ' 

Mr. Hogg. 

Who, Mrs. Pennyweight? 

5\ 
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Mks. Hogg. 

She. did. She's right behmd us now; I am 
Disgusted with these snobs. 

Mbs. Botch. 

Yes, I am too. 
I don't speak to the com'ner snobs at all. 

[Mks. Botch wanders offJ] 

Mbs. Hogg. 

There is one consolation anyhow; 

My Jinny seems to catch that Mister Muth, 

Just hour by hour. He likes an actress, so 

They say. She caught his fancy playing in 

Theatricals the other night; but I 

Was most displeased; she played a poor-girl 

part 
So well that it reminded me how kin 
I was to my poor kin. 

Hogg. 

The way you speak 
Of Mistress General de Botch at times 
Would make most folk believe she's only kin 
You've got. 
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Mrs. Hogg. 

I only speak about her fine 

Accomplishments; she whistles so and swims 

So excellent. 

Hogg. 

She swims with feet on bottom 
And hands a-kicking at the atmosphere. 

Mrs. Hogg. 
Oh well, that's swimming overhanded, dear. 

Hogg. 
It's underhanded, m'am, I say. 

Mrs. Hogg. 

You brute ! 

Hogg. 

If you can't get along with me, we'll have 

To separate. 

Mrs. Hogg. 

Divorce, you brute. 

Hogg. 

Yes, love. 

I'd like much to divorce from you two or 
Tbree tim^T 
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Mrs. Hogg. 

Why? 

Hogg. 

So I could get rid of you 
Two or three times. 

[Enter Mr. and Mrs. Pennyweight.] 

Mrs. Hogg. 

Leave, sir. . . . Here comes those snobs. 
The Pennyweights. . . . Oh, Mistress Penny- 
weight ! 
Did you come with your sketching block; the 

view 
Is beautiful? Do you not find the bugs 
Annoying, sketching in these woods? 
The redbugs bite severely, hereabouts. 

Mrs. Pennyweight. 

Oh, no ! I think that redbugs £ire of most 
Artistic hue 

Hogg. 

And after they bite you 
They aire a shade more beau^if idf 
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Mrs. Hogg. 

Mr. Hogg, 

Oh, Mister Hogg, shame shocking, oh, Mr. 

Hogg! 

Hogg. 

Maria, don't take on such airs. I think. 
That redbugs are most charming, fact. Now 

take 
Mosquitoes; if one could induce them to 
Exist on ticks instead of men, we should 
Soon learn to be much charmed by their 

sweet humming. 
Dispersing our repulsion. It's not so, 
Mrs. Pennyweight? 

Mrs. Hogg. 

Why do you ask her, Hogg? 
I say Mr. Hogg how dare you sir 

Mrs. Pennyweight. 

Such vixen. 
Mrs. Hogg. 
Such what I 

Hogg. 

Now such. Oh, ladies, ladies, oh I 
Here, let us eat of this; what's this so good? 
What's th|s M^ia? 
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Mrs. Hogg. 

Oh! you ought to know; 
We eat enough of it. It's devilled turkey. 

Hogg. 

Well, then, Maria, dear, in future let 
All of my turkeys go to the devil. 

Mrs. Hogg. 

Shocking I 

[Advance Mrs. Botch.] 

Mrs. Botch. 

That Mister Ivy Muth has broken out 
All over with a rash from drinking of 
The water. 

Hogg. 

Yes, Maria, he reminds 
Me of the time you had the chicken-pox. 

Mrs. Hogg. 

Sir, sir ! I never had so vulgar a 

Disease as chicken-pox; I might have had 

The turkey-pox. 

Hogg. 

Ha, ha! 
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Mrs. Pennyweight. 

Ha, ha! the talk 
Is getting much too greasy, I'll depart. 

Mrs. Botch. 
You, you, you horrid thing; your manners are 
As loose and flabby as your clothes. 

Mrs. Pennyweight. 

My clothes ! 

Your clothes; the clothes bring out the ape, 

and you 

Bring out a fearful state of fat gorilla. 

Mrs. Botch. 

You ^monstrous thing! You're fat! You're 

greasy brained. 
Which makes your brain-cells limp as old 

seaweed. 
I've studied physiology, now there! 

Mrs. Pennyweight. 

Yes, your mean children studied it and took 
My poodle when it died and laid him on 
The railroad track until the trains did cut 
Him long, and cross, and bias; and minced 
him so 
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Till the poor thing didn't even have the 

chance 
To properly decay. That's some of your 
School physiology experiments. 

[Ivy Muth advances with Miss Penny- 
weight, who enters.'] 

Ivy. 

Come, get out of the way of Jinny Hogg; 
She's trying to get me to marry her. 
'Twould he almost polygamy to marry — 

Miss Pennyweight. 

Hush, Ivy Muth ! you are not married to 
Me yet. . . . Come here I will not marry you 
If you expose our troth. . . . We must elope. 
Let us elope; what would folks say if they 
Should think my parents unopposed to me 
A-marrying you? You Hogg people, you there 

[Ivy begins sohbyag.'] 
I know about your punch-bowl water; you've 

got 
It drugged with alcohol to make 
It popular. I know it's alcohol; 
For Ivy drank a little, now he weeps; 
And alcohol does always make him do't. 



THE POET. 67 

Mrs. Botch and Mrs. Hogg. 
Too iQiichy oo, 00 ! too much. 

Miss Pennyweight. 

Sh, sh, the poet. 

[Enter the Poet with Daphne.] 

Poet. 

Oh — Prosper, where's the keeper of my zoo? 

The cage of snakes is hroken and they are 

Escaping. Is my valet here; he knows 

A little how 

Pros. B. 

I have not seen him here. 

Poet. 

You've not seen him? Lookl What is this, 

a snake! 

Pros, B, 

Oh, yes, we've killed a number in this bowl. 

[Poet looks in punch-bowl and discov- 
ers body. ] 

Poet. 

You have. God 1 In among your snakes 1 

Stay there, stay there! 

[Poet rushes Prosper inj] 
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Pros. B. 
The snakes, oh! ohi 

Daphne. 



Come out. 



0, dear I let him 

Poet. 
You ever were too lenient there. 

Daphne. 
No, no, detur love, I heg you for yourself. 

Poet. 

Come out. I will not let my race breed forth 
Two murd'rers in one day. Oh, my disgrace 1 

[Poet speaks in suppressed voice. ] 

Go you away forevermore from me. 
You being kinsman I do feel a taint 
Now in my blood. I made a vow, a vow, 
Yes, that I would not if, if, but. . . . Come 

girl, 
I dare not wed you ; yet I love with such 
A love as is eternal from despair. 

[CUBTAIN.l 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

A trellis before the Poet's pleasure-court. 
Decorators discovered decorating. 

1st Decorator. 

You're not aesthetic for a decorator, sure; 
You've brought that hideous screen, I see 

2d Decorator. 

Oh, yes, 

I did ; it's only to be used to hide 

1st Decorator. 

To hide — the English do love something they 

Can hide. 

2d Decorator. 

Who's English here? 

1st Decorator. 

Miss Daphne, who 
Directs this festival. I'm certain she 
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Would screen a screen. Who painted that 

wood scene 
On it, so ugly, with trees on the edge 
Of ridges and ridges on the edge of trees? 
No wonder that man took to houses, if he 
Deemed nature like that. 

2d Decorator. 

You're facetious, friend. 

[Enter Dr. Trichin and Prosper, both 
in mash] 

Dr. Trichin. 

It is not written welcome on our door 
Since you have left; he would not even give 
You such excuse as invitation. Your 
Disguise is fine, and you have followed my 
Advice most nobly. But beware his presence 
Until to night when you appear in mask 
To hide your lofty joy anent off revel — 
And from your kin. 

Pros. B. 
These men may overhear. 
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Dr. Trichin. 
You decorators are both needed at 
The fountain, there, to drape a statue. Well 

[Exeunt Decorators.] 
The gentleman doth wed to-morrow eve 
And has been giving entertainments day 
By night. The festival to-night will be 
Superb. But he nor Daphne will enjoy 
It much ; as he appears dejected much 
At times, and jealous with forebodings. 

Daphne 
Is so unnerved that any word apt to 
Her morbid thoughts, impinges on her nerves 
And doth explode within the center of 
Her consciousness. 

Pros. B. 

I deem the poet is 
Still classical. 

Dr. Trichin. 

Still so and still more so 

And so. He'chnickname everything and name 

E'en nothing something classical. 

Pros. B. 

He's of 

That breed which never would consider it 
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The most amazing impudence that names 
Some planet, Venus, whereon may dwell a race 
Of puritans. 

Dr. Trichin. 

And Daphne grows the same; 

She is fantastical ; this carnival 

To-night is of her notion. It may be 

Symbolical or allegorical, 

Whatever is her fancy individual 

It being hers, 'twould set me daft before 

I could think me into the crazy realm 

She dreams. 

[Enter JvDQi^.] 

Ah, Prosper, boyl The sorrow of 

Our parting hath left enough grief to perfume 

Our meeting. 

Pros. B. 

Tutl what phantasy is this? 

Judge. 

We are all fanciful around this region. 
The poet sets the fashions of our thoughts. 
And I am so romantic that when I 
Do talk of men I think of women. 
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Pros. B. 

I 

Have thought you previous to such thmg. 

Judge. 

I was; 

But when one has to hide a sin, he masks 
Best n'eath a fashion. You remember once, 
We killed a man. I'm modest about the 

matter; 
I could boast more if only one had killed 
The fellow. 

Dr. Trichin. 

There is one believes that one 
Alone has killed that man ; and he's the Poet. 
He thinks none but his kinsman, Prosper, did 
The deed. The poet had misgivings of 
My own integrity at first; and it 
Was only my address and bold elan 

That shook all his discretion. 

« 

Pros. B. 

Well, I have 
Not ever seen you in your masculine, 
Bombastic mood * you could amuse me in 
That role. 
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Db. Trichin. 

Then watch me swagger at the ball 

To-night; and grow not jealous and displace 

Your mask; for you would get a gargoyle 

welcome, 

More so because you're not expected than 

That you are not invited. Anyhow, 

We'll have a spokesman for ourselves, that man 

Who prophesied Bay'd never wed, the Gypsy. 

This gentleman will be prepared to show 

Good cause why master Poet should not wed 

Miss Daphne, convincing him by speaking out 

In public. 

Pros. B. 

And after that mayhap here may 
Be booty; but it seems to me that they 
Who promise other's money to themselves 
Get paid in ways that are impractical. 
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SCENE II. 

Poet's courtyard; belvedere with flight 
of stairs in background — Moon ris- 
ing — Faston and Maddow awak- 
ing from a couch upon the platform. 

Faston. 

IVe been a-dreaming I was in the rain 
And that I scorned it ; but I am a landsman 
Who dares not be too free with rain ; although 
I do not fear that I'll be drowned by rain, 
Still, such a thing may happen in my dreams ; 
And therefore so — 'tis so 

Maddow. 

The dew's wet you ; 
But such a fairy shower-bath comes not 
Amiss this night of phantasy. 

Faston. 

Ah, well 

It^s overlate this carnival begins. 

Maddow. 
They're waiting for the moon. 
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Paston. 

What moon? Humph, moon. 
The moon needs cleaning since a-many a day. 
And often have I seen it look unclean 
E'en dimmed by daytime; so it is not fit 
For decent folk to come all primped and clean 
And meet by moon, which moon's an old time- 
worn 
Affair that buzzards yearn to roost on. 

Maddow. 

You 

Are not yet free from dreaming in the dew; 
It made you cross. . . . To-night's a festival, 
Of love; and moonlight is the dim light of 
True love. God gets a lover's keenest worship 
For having made the moon. . . . The specta- 
tors 

[Enter guests irregularly. ] 

Arrive; come boy, let's usher them about. 

[Enter Prosper, Judge, and Doctor,] 

Judge, 
Have you the proofs? 
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Pros. B. 

There'll be no need o' them; 

He will not ask to see them ; once he hears — 

He'll rage. Well, we can have the Gypsy to 

Present 

Judge. 

But I did think that you desired 

To slip the documents to him whilst you're 

Disguised. 

Db. Trichin. 

Yes, yes. 

Pros. B. 

Yes, but 

Judge. 

But 'tis the best. 

Pros. B. 

I'll not be overuled 1 

Judge. 

It was your plan ; 

You spoke first. 

[Enter Poet, Daphne, Mr. and Mrs. 

Hogg, Mr. and Mrs. Pennyweight, 

Miss Pennyweight and Miss Hogg, 

gueatsj poets^ philosopherSy officials^ 

i etc.^ not all of these in mask.] 
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Pros. B. 

Well, then. . . . Now, doctor what 
Effect will this rough news have on his nerves? 

Dr. Trichin, 

It shall, no doubt, upset them, as 'twill 
Be concentrated, so. . . . He does appear 
Quite normal; but his plump serenity 
Doth please your mind to deem him hale; 'tis 

false; 
He's only normal from inertia; if 
You start a passion suddenly in him, 
'Twill do a lifetime damage. 

[Dancers begin to dance.] 

Judge. 

Hark, what's this? 

Dr. Trichin. 
Some dancers for a prize. 

Pros. B. 

Exquisite, sirs. 
And look, whose that he welcomes in embrace? 

[The Poet greets his important guests 
on the platform.] 
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Dr. Trichin. 

That is a great philoBopfaer. 

Pros. B. 

Ha, ha, 

The gods receive strange welcome from the 

gods, 

Yet get none other nearer to their due. 

And who's that, there, in mask? 

Dr. Trichin. 

*Tis Daphne, boy. 

She has been working at her beauty all 

The day. 

Pros. B. 

To hide it all the night — a woman. 

Judge. 
And who is that — ^the woman with red mask? 

Dr. Trichin. 

That is a maiden grown a maid ; she's been 
A-growing old since twenty years. 

Pros. B. 

Ah, yes! 

A man grows old, a woman will grow old. 

•/ / 
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Judge. 
And who is that^ 

Pros. B. 

That, I can tell you; 'tis 
The Gypsy come prepared to gossip. It 
Was I suggested this whole plan and led 
Miss Daphne to arrange this ball through him, 
Our friend, the doctor. Oh, we can hypnotize 
And charm unknowing creatures on and on 
Into our own futurity. 

Judge. 

Dear Bay, 

I do believe you. There's no station to 

Tour schemes ; your complex will ends not a 

plan 

At what it does. Is it not so, M. D. ? 

Dr. Trichin. 
There's nothing new needs tell me that. 

Pros. B. 

Tut, tut, 

You flatter; save that for the Poet, there, 

Who comes. 

[The Poet advances.] 
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Let's praise him from beneath our masks 
Unto the point where he will ask no ques- 
tions. 

Dr. Trichin. 

My sir, you are not masked. 

Pros. B. 

Why need he mask? 
A man so famous could not hide behind 
A thing so paltry as a mask. 

Poet. 

Thank you. 

Dr. Trichin. 

You can imagine his great fame, when e'en 
The critics don't abuse his works. 

Poet. 

And if 

They did, pah on them, pah ! I write not for 

This breed, the paper race of critics, who 

Are only feared by those dilapidated gods — 

Half-genuises. When as a boy, I sent 

My writings to the editors, they were 

Returned with paltry comment, pompous, or 

B^time? were stolen from as sustenance 
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For books. The English were much pleaaed 

at the 
Occasion to snub four-thousand miles away. 
Ah but, ah but, — I've conquered your language 

and 
Shall I conquer you. 

Pros. B. 
Indeed. 

POBT. 

This gentleman? 
Dr. Trichin. 

A friend, a friend, one whom 

POBT. 

Ne'er mind, I'll keep 
The spirit of the mask; I need not know. 

[Daphnb begins dancing.] 

Judge. 

Ah me! 
How, how voluptuous. 

POBT. 

Nay, never, nay. 
!P ever was a virgin purer than 
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Her beauty, it is she; and she's so fair. 
Ah, lust creeps from his hole the night into 
Her dreams and is there turned to love; and 

love's 
Wild glamour frightens her to chastely dream 
Of unromantic planets, lacking moon. 

[Daphne advances and sings. ] 



Daphne. 

Ah, when the moon would seem to roll down 

hiU, 
Remember that the fairies sport, be stilL 
The moon's the chaperone of fairyland 
And they and I dance 'neath her on the strand; 
And as they dance, they glimmer like the noon 
When sunlight dances to the sea-beach tune. 
Their footfalls echo to a music strangely this ; 
A chemic music caused by atoms as they kiss. 
Oh, play musicians in rhapsodic ecstasies 
So to approximate the fairy melodies, 
All in intangible love euphony; 
As ^acli notQ dies is sung its eulog^r I 
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Poet. 

Ah, me, my Daphne, dear as the thought that I 
Now deem — ^that only music satisfies 
The intervals of love. I've ever thought : 
They who are human and refrain do feel 
That melody consoles their noblest woe. 
Ah m^id, what wish that thou stir'th not in me? 
The greatest stars lie still beyond the stars, 
And all beyond lies greatness still beyond ; 
And ah, beyond all this lies yet beyond 
More than we know, yet not more than we wish. 
Ab, love — it is, all hidden in its height; 
Ah, love it is, too sweet to advertise. 

[PoBT and Daphne retire to back- 
ground. ] 

Pros. B 
She comes this way. 

Judge. 
Who 'tis? 

Pros. B. 

Muth's widowette. 
He's left h^r a^ jnucb money as we coul(J 
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Divide among the four; We can grow honeBt 
On it and pay onr debts if one of us 
(Especially) if I should marry her. 
I must wed her. 

Dr. Triohin. 

Humph, humph I There are other ways 
Of stealing easily and honestly. 
Without a-marry'ng money. 

[Advance Mrs. Muth, nee HoQa, and her 
mother.] 

Pros. B. 

Ah, Miss Muth, 
Dear madam, I have watched your gracefulness 
This night, until I've found out who you 

were. 

Jinny. 
You flatter me. 

Pros. B. 

Oh, no, I don't, 'tis trutn. 
Sweet is the truth which sounds like flattery. 

Jinny. 

Tou hear that mamma ; why Ivy never could 
Say anything like that. Oh, it's so fine. 
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Mrs. Hogg. 
Oh, fine, yes, really most fashionable. 

Pros. B 

Oh, well, it is not effort to speak so 

To you two such handsome ladies as 

Do make me wonder where is the third of the 

Three graces. 

Jinny. 

How nice I 

Mrs. Hogg. 

Who is the gentleman? 

Jinny. 

Oh, yes, let us both know. 

Pros. B. 

Oh, well, he's not 
Engaged or married. 

[Retire Mrs. Hogg.] 

Jinny. 

Ahl 

Pros. B. 

And he is yet 
A beau and quite poetical, who means 
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No harm in his &ntastic speech when he 
Doth meet with beauty. Oh, how he yearns 

for the 
Sweet, sweet circumference of hugging. 

Jinny. 

Sirl 
Pros. B. 

Now, my dear lady, do not be alarmed 

What pleasure would there be in wearing masks 

If one must be conventional? 

Jinny. 

But sur, 

I am, hem, very curious to know 

Who you are? 

Pros. B. 

Me? If I do then remove 
My mask, how much would you know me? 

Not much. 
Not even more. You could not tell how do 
My feelings look or anything succinctly. 
Bight now I press my eyeballs 'gainst their roof 
And stop my thoughts in doing so. Can you? 
I do not know that you could do such thing; 
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And therefore I do not know you more than 

As scenery, not as a corporation, 

Which would the sum of all your parte make 

you. 

Jinny. 

I wish to know you as you are in life, 

How you appear unto the world of men? 

Pros. B. 
And so that's all you wish to know of me? 
Now think, how little you can know of aught: 
A minnow sometimes in his playtime jumps 
Across a stick and whether over or 
^Tis under, only minnows know. So ma'am 
You see how much you know, just that which 

can't 
Make you precise and sure. So let my mask 
Remain. You'd like to have me looking 

comely, 
Then build me nicely in your fancies and 
Beheve me great ; for building is believing. 
Now you, I may not know you ; yet, you are 
Attractive by our energy alone; 
For things that act attract the most; 'tis true: 
The moon, poor thing, doth lose in gravity 
From turning slow. 
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Jinny. 

You talk so elegantly. 
Now there was Ivy, he was such a dunce. 
I had to flatter hun each time we spoke, 
Then got no speech from hun save platitudes. 
That Anna Pennyweight whom he did court, 
Forever scorned aught that he had to say : 
Then he would double all his talk to me. 
But mamma would not let me ill behave 
To him; and so each day did he become 
More bold until he grew the courage to 
Propose. It was but two days after we 
Were married that he committed suicide. 

Pros. B. 

I did not know that he was that progressive, 
So neatly he awarded you a full 
Diploma for remarrying; he gave 
Tour widowhood, ah me 1 It has improved 
A former love I bore you, to the point — 
To the point — ah, me! that I'm ready to 
Propose. Hum ! 

Jinny 

Sir, what do you mean ! I don't 
Accept a proposition from behind 



n 
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A mask. Do you desire your mask to stand 
As proxy for yourself? I'll no such wedding. 
Who are you, pray? Look, let me take a peep. 
Your're tantalizing. Oh! it's Prosper Bayl 

[She lifts his mcisk.] 

Pros. B. 

Don't I I'm exposed. Look how the poet 

scowls. 
You must be careful; I'm an outlaw at 
This festival, intensely uninvited. He's 
Not sure 'tis I; he takes his glance away. 

Jinny. 
Look, they propose a toast. 

[Advance Mrs. Hogg.] 

Mrs. Hogg. 

Why, get a goblet 
And let's join in the toast. 

Jinny. 

Who speaks the toast? 

Pros. B. 

It's one, a drinking fellow. Fasten, who's 
The present secretary to the poet. 
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Faston. 

I am your friend; and I wish ye more friends. 

[Glasses are lifted.} 
With friends, life sweetens as it lengthens. 

* 

Pros. B. 

Humph I 

The platitude. . . . But brag for him. He is 

So mercenary that he's willing to 

Swap some trite wish for the good wine he 

drinks, 
That even starts him thinking. The drunk- 
enness 
Sublime in wine of scuppemong dispels 
Cheap moods and could uplift that trader's mind 
Who would thus deem — ^that a full sail is the 
Apotheosis of the wind. Such wine 
Invites the Philistine to beauty and 
He lingers in the chance. 

[1st Gipsy advances^] 

Jinny. 

Who's that? hoo, hoo, 
Look how he struts. 
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let Gyp. 



Hum, hum ! Here's toast to ye 

That once a prophecy I did proclaim 
To ye, must now come true 

Poet. 
Hum, hum I 

Who are you, thing? 

[Removes his mask.] 

1st Gyp. 

See what I am; a gypsy, not a guest 
Yet I helong not to that hreed of apes 
That fancies monkeyness is manliness; 
Such as these here, and you perhaps. 

Poet. 

Here man! 

Do you know to whom you speak this madness? 

1st Gyp. 
To you, a one-time poet now a pot 

Servant. 
Hush, tramp ! Get out I 

[Servant motions to remove Mm.] 
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Poet. 

No, leave him here. I wish 
To know this crazy critic who doth scorn 
My poetry. What ails it, man? 

1st Gyp. 

It lacks 

In prose; for poetry that sells one dollar 

Per word, should give a preference to prose. 

These days. 

Dr. Trichin. 

You are a fool, you bucket-duck. 

Daphne. 

Oh. Cosmas, have him out I 

Poet. 

No, darling, girl, 

I fear not such denunciation. Let 

Him rant as others do ; but that moves not 

The consciousness of my own height ; for if 

I'm not the very gqd of song, I am 

The demi-god. 

1st Gyp. 

Oh, well, then it is so. 
The gods, thejr are the greatest faqts of fiction; 
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You aptly place yourself. • • . But words are 

not 
The purpose that have caused me to intrude. 
I am the gypsy whom you once did scorn, 
As you do scorn me now. But what I have 
To say is so wrought with it's proof that you 
Must wear a diff'rent scorn 'gainst me to-day 
Than was your wont. I once did prophecy 
That you would never marry and you have 

sworn 
That you would never wed into a race 
Which fared insanity. That Daphne, there, 
Is of insane descent and has- — 

Poet. 

You fool! 

Here, Daphne, who is this fancy scold who 

talks 
Against you so! 

Daphne. 

I know not, Cosmas, dear! 

Poet. 
"Vyfaat do you meaix with your harassing talk? 



THE POET. 95 

1st Gyp. 

I mean — a crazy corpse came tumbling on 
Your beach and 'twas the sister of your Daphne. 
She had committed suicide with a 
New babe bom out of wedlock. Daphne did 
Not tell you no; she hid it; she deceived; 
She feared she might lose you 

Daphne. 

Oh heavens, not 

I know not aught of this; it cannot be. 

I barely can recall a sister. 

1st Gyp. 

Hold! 

No more deceit to-night ; here are the proof s, 

A letter that she wrote. 

Poet. 

Damn you, you blight I 

O Daphne, oh ! 

1st Gyp. 

Here are the documents. 

Poet. 

Ah, ah. • . . O Daphne. • • • Pll not heed, . . 
But I 
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Have gotten letters all anonymous 
Belating something of this kind — ^and worse. 
Gk> man, to fetch my sandal lock-box, here. 

[To a servant Servant exit] 
Those letters, pah I I don't believe them yet. 
But such telltales, if they do not make us 
Suspicious, it is not because we feel 
Not duped. Still I do not believe you to 
Be knowing in this matter; yet 

Daphne. 

Ah, O CosmasI 
Thy paltry "yets'* do in their meanness tell 
How much dost thou distrust me, oh! 

[The Gypsy's documents are handed 

Poet.] 

Poet. 

I'll not 
Bead themi 

[Poet begins tearing them.] 

Daphne. 

Do not destroy them, Cosmas; read, 

And if there be such stain as threatens thee 

Through me, ah then, let me eflEace myself; 

For I should rather die for thee than sin 
With thee, 
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Poet. 

[Poet reads and comments. ] 

There is no doubt. . . . Ah, I despair 
Your sister was insane. Here's the record 
Of her confinement in asylums, two 
Of them. Here is, too, a certificate 

Of birth made in Louisiana. Oh ! 

[Re-enter Servant with lock-box. ] 
These letters, pah. I'll not read them ; they are 
An old tale whether true or not. 

Daphne. 

OQodI 

[Advance Mrs. Hogg in agitation 
toward Prosper Bay. ] 

Mrs. Hogg. 

My daughter has just pointed you to me. 

Mr. Bay, can't you put out this man? It's a 

Disgrace that this sBsthetic, modish scene 

That suits my fashionable mind should be 

Disturbed. 

Pros. B. 

Hush! madam, don't be so ofSciousI 
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Mbs. Hogg. 
Here, Prosper Bay! 

[They retire to the background.] 

POBT. 

Ho I Prosper Bay. . • . Come, man, 
Let's see the letters in the locker. Ha I 

[Poet removes a pistol from lock-box, ] 
Yes, Prosper Bay; a monster, once a friend; 
A kinsman, now a curse, with all the sore. 
Accumulated villainy of my 
Long race come to damn me. . . . He had in 

him 
The like of me that once bred joy in me; 
For I so cold for being strange did yearn 
To find my strangeness warm in others ; and 
Found much of me in him. . . . Now, Daphne, 

there, 
Would say she loved him once because he was 
Like me, and loved me once because — ^pah on 
These tales, these twists that play love-games 

for gifts. 
This flirting, tangent harlotry, this cat 
Ambition that must purr and 'seem respectable. 
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Daphne. 

Qod I O Cosmas, I did never love, oh no. 

Thy cousin, Bay. 

Poet. 

No, surely *twas not love. 

Daphne. 
Oh, oh! 

Poet. 

Oh, vicious earth I Oh, bubble wrought 
From hell. A thousand woes have taught me 

one — 
That God is not my neighbor — ^yet — ^my Gk)d I 
Here, Daphne, tell me why this man lags here? 
Tell me the truth; I'll stare thee to the truth 
With eyes that have loved thee. 

Daphne. 

'Tis nought I know. 
OGodI Nought. 

Poet. 

If I knew thee to be false. 
There might be yet some happiness in life 
For me. ... I will discover what's the truth. 

1 will not let thy mystic we; pheries 



100 THE POET. 

Pervert the remnant of my lushf ul youth, 

That it grow vapid and he impotent. 

ni have a happy day without thee, yet. 

Man's happmees may pass by as the stars, 

Tet it is nearer than the stars, to some, 

At least. . . . C!ome woman, let me see these 

tears. 
They do look real and sad; well, that's too bad. 

Daphne. 
OCosmasI 

Poet. 

Make not your prayers to me, I'm not 

That passive that I want to be jvayed to, 

Nor so archaic I wish propitiation. 

But my desire is to be told the why 

Of all this crochet. I shall ask some one 

Who'll answer me perforce; for he's a man. 

What hell you mean here. Prosper Bay? 

Pros. B. 

lam 

Tour cousin, and this is my cousin's show. 

Poet. 

I'll not delay my curiosity 
On such an answer. 

ICO 
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Pbos. B. 

Well — but I've only oome 
To warn you not to flourish this too much ; 
Thus m a land of plenty men should grow 
Ten sets of teeth and came to use 
Their vermiform appendix; so, as man 
Doth flourish, he reverts. 

Poet. 

No more trite speech, 
No more such cheap insult ! 

[Poet approaches Prosper.] 

Pros. B. 

Advance no further ! 
[Prosper aims a pistol at Poet. ] 

Poet. 

Pah ! The machinery of your nice plot 
Sticks through : youVe come to kill me. 

Pros. B. 

Tes, I have; 

And you've invited me for one full year. 

[Prosper shoots at Poet; Daphne 

interposes herself and receives the 

bullet. ] 
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Poet. 

O Qod I O Daphne ! don't forgive me, no I 
But let that misery be added to 
My rage against thy slayer. 

[Poet fires on Prosper who returns 
the shoty both falling.] 

Pros. B. 

Helpl Oh, judge 1 
Tou, doctor, helpl 

[Faston, Maddow and the Servants 
disamk and bind Prosper.] 

Poet. 

The doctor, ha ! the doctor. 
Well, well, the doctor, he's dead too; so is 

[Poet shoots both DocisoE and Judge.] 

The judge. All your contingent allies who 
Will not trust you out of their atmosphere; 
And when you're dead go boning after you. 

Daphne. 

O tease him not, dear Cosmas, let him die 
His best. 
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Poet. 

O fool, O fool, am I, that I 
Did once mistake thy charity for lust. 

Daphne. 

Despair not, Cosmas, but let death strike all 
Thy passion into prayer. 

Poet. 

Prayer is part dogma 
The other part impertinence that wails 
To calm Divinity, most just because 
Unanswering; ah Godl — and I will grasp 
At no time-sodden thoughts, that sink, that sink 
Within the awful wake of fleeing truth. 
But I've one superstition that I'll now 
Confess to thee: I feel protection in 
The thought that human love is mine 

[Prosper and Daphne die.] 

[Curtain.] 
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Daly's Theatre is aniversally known and recogf- 
nized as the leadings theatre in this country^ and it 
is the only theatre in New York to which intellec- 
tual and refined persons — persons of gfood feelingf^ 
gfood breedingft and gfood taste — can^ at all thnesf^ 
resort^ without risk of heingf annoyed and offended 
by prurient filth or vulgfar folly. Daly's Theatre is 
usually devoted to the production of the plays of 
Shakespeare or plays of higfh standard* No 
theatrical manager of our time has made greater 
sacrifices or more determined efforts than have been 
made by Augustin Daly to maintain the stage in 
dignity^ purity and beauty* 

NEW YORK TRIBUNE, Feb. 12, '98* 
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lEW REYSRSIBLE HISTORICAL CHART. 

POLITICAL AND UNITED 8TATCS 
MAP COMBINED. 

CBiroi;K)K«Mical piaooverlea, BxploratiOBS, Inventions, and 
ImpozTant Bvents. A Bnef Histcyry of the World'e 
Oommbian Bzpwiipn. Area and t'opulation of Statee 
andTerritprle^ wgn Ovn^ospf IQCX). Area and _Popu- 

jetton c 
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latfon of Pore^ OountrM OomparM wttfa tbe Unil 
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Better than an Encyolopedia. PrinM In 11 Beautiful Colore. 

THE ONLY CENSUS MAP PUBLISH ED> 

A Doable Wall Map, 5 foot 6 iMctma by s ^^^t to imctea, 
mounted on roUerm top and boiUun, ready to Stmng, 



l"r nm 1 o How many Presldeots we ba7« had tad iiplltlcs of etch. 
I I I bE.E.a What party George Washington ranflhitea. What Pteal- 
diBts died Willie in office, fiow many Presidents serflTtwo terms. WlUch 
eaadldate rec Ived the largest nnmber o( votes and wife mieated. When eaeh 
potltlcal party was organized. How many Congresses dbts opnTened aJBd tbe 
political eomplexlon 01 eaoh. The number of states In tbe unttM States, and 
the one harlngthe most miles of railroads. How many Poimcal Parties hKf 
existed in the united Stetes. 

A COMPLETE HISTORY Of OUR GOVERNMENT BY ADMINIS- 
TRATIONS. POLITICAL PARTIES AND CONQRESSES, 
FROM WASHINGTON TO HARRISON. 

The latest United States Map, printed In colors, covers the entire back, and 
Is the best published. It alone sells for $6.0(^ The Complete Reversible Ibi^ 
(printed on both sides) Is 8 feet 10 inches by jl feet 6 Inches, mounted on tmn 
top and bottom, with tapes on side. Tliestf two maprsell separately for eukuk 

This map should be In every library, office and school, and Is weUworttiflie 
price. 

THIS GREAT DOUBLE MAP 

lisent by express, prepaid, and safe delivery guaranteed, to any addren In the 
Ublted states. It can be mailed but it is much safer oy express. Nameyoiir 
nearest express office. 

UNDERSTAND FULLY that ALL CHARGES are prepaid bf 
or mail, and safe delivery and perfect satisfaction guarantaed oi 
MONEY REFUNDED. 

FAICe, SB.OO. AGENTS WANTED. 

F. TENNYSON NEELY, 

OHICASO. PUBUSHEa- NEW YORfl. 
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F. TEHHTS BH HEEL T, Publisher. 

Neely's Library of Choice Utemtim 

PAPBRtSOo. 



THE RASCAL CLUB. By Jnlins Chambers. 

Fnlly Illastratad by J. P. Burns. 

THE MILLS OF GOD. By Helen Darles. 

Author of ** RoTeiiet of a Sj^lnstwr.** 

PETBONILLA. By Mrs. E. H. Thayer. 

URANIA. By Camille Flammarion. 

Profaeely IHnstrated. 

A GARRISON TANGLE. 

By Captain Charles King, U. 8. A. 

FORT FRATNE. « '« " ** 
A SON OF MARS. 1 „ ox « 
A BAR SINISTER I "SSi;£r«7® 
A GODDESS OF AFRIC4. fAl„r. ?*'"*' 
MASKED IN MYSTERY. J "" "'"'' 
HER RESCUE FROH THE TURKS. 

By St. George Rathborne, "^"i?," V^k. 
A NEW ARISTOCRACY. By Birch Arnold. 

MARJORY MOORE'S LOTERS. 

By Adeline Sergeant. 

A BACHELOR OF PARIS. 

By John W. Harding. Illaitnted. 

BILL NYE'S REMARKS. 600 pp. IlUstrated. 
Others in preparation for early Issue. 



For caU everywhere, or sent, postpaid, on receipt of price. 

F. TENNYSON NEELY, Publisher, 

96 Queen Street, 114 Piftli Avenue^ 

LONDON. NBW YORK. 
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Captaic King Is acknowleged to be wttfaoot a peer 
fa his chosen field, which lie indnstriously coltiYates. 
There has for some years been a steadily increasing 
demand for his army stories, and if it were pot to a vote 
tchday, as to the most popdiar American novelist, the 
name of Captain Klngwonld ondoubtBdly be2fcigad 



- VARRIOR GAP,*^ CUtk $1.25. 

** TRUMPETER FRBO/V^ 
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$S«25| Pi^ptti^ Silc* 

iU2S% Fafu, SOe, 
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*AN ARMY" VIF^' 
«FORT PRAYNE^ 

^NOBtB BLOODuiAA WEST 
FONT PARALLm,*' ^^ ^ 
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